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ADDIS ABABA HAD SETTLED DOWN again to its African calm.

October, the first fortnight of the war, saw the dispatch
of Vinci for Djibouti and of the Yamahal Sarawit under
Ras Mulugeta, the seventy year old War Minister, for Dessye
and the north. Thirty thousand words of press nonsense
went out on an average day from the radio station which
the Italians had planted outside Addis, and of which the
Ethiopians took the increase. There was little thorough-
going war news; the Press Bureau turned quickly into an
engine of internal propaganda. Aerial bombardments and
reconnaissance were rapidly recorded, but we had precious
little official news about movements on the ground.
Because there were none.

There were a hundred-and-thirty journalists in Addis,
eighty of whom had " collect" facilities at the Radio
Station. Of the eighty about fifteen would visit the only
regular source of news, Colson the American adviser, at
midday and at six, when he came back from the Gibbi,
We sat in the glass veranda while he sorted the papers in
his pocket, and eventually shuffled out the thing which the
Ethiopians would publish as a communique six hours later.
The rest of the day we dashed frantically about in cars
between the Legations, the Foreign Ministry, the Palace
and the radio, scratching together from the barren rockeries
of Ethiopia a few frail seeds from which we hoped would
flower exotically a story, Taxis jumped from ten to fifteen
dollars a day, real hot rumours from the locals sold at
double pre-war price, benzine raced up and down again
like a thermometer in the mouth of a man with delirium
tremens. What with heavy outlay and wretched returns,
we all got to dislike and suspect each other if we were
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